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Experiment 


Author's Notes: 
Just some shameless, plotless smut | felt compelled to write, hope you enjoy it :) 


This wasn't the first time they went for some experimentation. It had happened regularly the past three or 
four months, sometimes they were sloshed and sometimes they weren't. They never really talked about it 
afterwards, it was just something that happened within the confines of their frinedship and that's how it 
stayed. Of course they both knew most male best buds didn't entertain themselves with things such as these, 


but it never felt wrong and it never weighed heavy on their consciences. 


It was the same tonight. Richie was slightly less intoixcated than Jon for once in his life. He had a higher 
tolerance, it appeared. But he knew that both of them would recollect this tomorrow morning more or less 


detailed. 


As the guitarist sat planted astride the younger man's chest, on his knees with his legs pressed up against 
Jon's torso, he felt the nervousness kick in. Richie never really felt anxious about sex before, given he had 


good experience with women and he knew what he was doing more often than not. If he was given a hint or a 


suggestion, he remembered until next time around. Jon was very much the other way, if he went with a 
groupie or just as girl in general, it was for his pleasure and not hers. He'd ask her for a blowjob or he'd let 
her ride him, and then that was it. Once he'd climaxed he would ignore her needs, sometimes even promptly fall 


asleep. 


Granted, it was this behaviour Richie had expected from Jon during their first few trysts. He'd been set on 
him giving Jon sole pleasure and Jon dozing off once his arousal was quelled. He'd been very shocked to find 

that not only did Jon have an intention to please him, but it was never questioned whether or not they both 
would walk satisfied out of their sexual encounters. 


Richie swallowed hard, glancing down almost shyly at the man beneath him. No, he was never normally nervous, 
but he'd found that every time Jon gave him that look - wanton and seductive - the butterflies exploded in 
his belly. He just didn't know why yet. 


Callused hands inched up lean thighs still dressed in jean fabric. Neither had bothered to get undressed after 

the party, they had simply disappeared together. The frontman had whispered something in the guitarists ear 
right after the show. It wasn't many words, not a long sentence, but it had been enough to fill the guitarist's 
head with dirty images and visions. He'd been more or less hard all night ever since, his cock feeling almost 


sore and throbbing persistently where it remained crammed into far too tight jeans. 


Taking a peek at the smaller man's face, Richie couldn't help but wonder why it was that he was treated so 
differently from the girls. Maybe because he knew Jon better? Maybe because he was a friend? Or was it 


because he was a man? He didn't know. 


But most of his thinking process was halted abruptly as those travelling, warm hands reached their goals, 
fingertips dipping into the creases where thighs met groin All the while there was a naughty, playful twinkle to 
the singer's blue eyes. They already told the story of what the hands were intending to do. 


The older man felt exposed to a certain level but it was nothing uncomfortable. Sucking in a deep breath, he 
felt the hands slide up his hips, thumbs brushing along the sides of his aching shaft and the breath came out 
in a harsh exhale. 

‘You like that..2" purred a knowing voice, followed by a cocky smirk. 

‘Yeah. was all the guitarist could reply, his head dropping forward just a bit, clenching and unclenching his fists 
at his sides when he didn't know what to do with them. Jon had insisted he'd be the one doing all the work 
tonight. 


The singer chuckled and licked his upper lip, he knew that got his companion going and Richie felt a surge of 
lust run swiftly down his spine. 


‘Man, you're killin’ me... he rasped. 


‘| wouldn't kill you, | need you on stage, babe, just good fun.. 


Richie nodded to acknowledge that he had heard the reply, but his mind was focusing on the fingers currently 
in motion popping the button of his tight blue jeans open, then tugging the zipper down little by little until his 
hardness could be hinted, clad only in boxer shorts. The flaps were parted, and then the underwear were 
gently lifted down to expose the proud erection as it bounced out to stand at attention. Richie had always been 
a rather big boy. 


‘Gotta love this beauty, Rich, commented Jon, and Richie blushed hard as he watched the younger man regard 
his cock like it was some work of art. To him it was just another dick, having taken on a slightly purple shade 
and the bright pink head bulging at the end. Nothing much to treasure, but Jon seemed to have a different 


perception. 
‘Scoot up a bit! 


The taller man did as he was told, sliding just a little bit further up the other's chest while the singer's hands 
came around to grasp his small butt to help him move into place. He was a little worried he might be too 
heavy and restrict Jon's breathing, but found it didn't seem to be a problem. For lack of something better to 
do with his hands, he planted them on the headboard of the bed just above Jon's head. 


‘That's great, gotta be able to reach you, man; said Jon, his hands foundling one ass cheek each. 


Richie shifted a little, now sitting on top of Jon's chest with one knee on each side of the other man's head, 
Jon's arms free to do as they pleased where they rested against his thighs. He hoped he wasn't hurting Jon 
somehow, maybe tugging at his hair oddly, but his partner said nothing so he assumed it was fine. The 
guitarist didn't know why but he seemed to not be able to sit still. He was indeed a bit fidgety, especially when 


his cock was throbbing and practically screaming for attention. 


Jon tugged a little at the hem of his partner's pants to give him better access and expose more skin, Richie's 
tan line being a rice addition to his view where it peeked out between the pushed down jeans and the hem of 
the black tank top the taller man was wearing. The his hands came around to the front, one wrapping teasingly 
around the thick shaft of that needy dick, and the guitarist gasped at the contact of callused fingers against 
his heated rod. 


Jon's strokes were slow as they started out, moving leisurely up and down. That was one thing he preferred 
when he was with Jon, compared to women. He'd realized that his friend dared to be rougher than the female 
lovers, without really being rough. This was a perfect example of what made it different to be with Jon; he 
would grip his erection harder than a woman would dare too for fear of hurting him. The singer knew how 


much a man could handle, and just how much pressure he might want applied. 


Richie couldn't help but let his hips follow the painfully slow rhythm Jon had set out, bucking up to meet that 


knowing fist as it descended again. 


‘F-fuck..' he grunted. 
‘Not tonight, babe.. got somethin’ else in mind: 


The younger man flashed a naughty lip biting grin before he flicked his tongue out to swipe it across the puffy 
head of that straining erection, scooping up the pre-cum that had pool there. Richie's body shuddered at that 
touch, and his mouth fell open in a silent moan. Jon seemed to always know when it was time to do one thing 
or another, his timing was never off. He could tell how enjoyable Jon was to have as a lover when he was 


genui nely invested. 


Moving his mouth, and never letting that stroking hand stop it's teasing pace, the singer pressed his lips to the 
head, the tip of his tongue exploring and memorizing what it felt. Richie's hands gripped harder at the 


headboard, whimpering out his approval as his hips bucked up out of their own accord again. 
‘D-damn tease - ah..!' 


Jon simply giggled in delight at that response, and then he engulfed the entire head into his eager mouth. Richie 
choked on air, his eyelids sliding shut. He knew his face was flushed, he could feel his face heat up and his eyes 
water. Another fullbody shudder passed through the guitarist as his partner had apparently decided to suck a 
bit on that sensitive head. 


When he opened his eyes again, he was staring right into his best friend's eyes, pupils blown wide with desire 
as the frontman's sucked his dick like it was a lollipop or a tasty ice cream cone; lips pursed and eyes 
practically glowing in the semi darkness. It made Richie's cock twitch hard, pulsing tidally with each wave of 
blood that passed through it. The hand fisting his erection also seemed to become more intent, the grip 
tightening ever so slightly but it made all the difference, picking up pace little by little but never going fast 


enough. Richie groaned in frustration 
Jon popped his mouth off, smirking knowingly. 


‘Somethin’ on you mind, Rich? You seem a lil! distracted, he mused, eyes still having that naughty gleam to 
them. 


‘W-wanna cum.. please, J-Jon.. 

‘Well obviously you wanna cum, you're horny, everyone wants to cum when they're horny: 

Jon stuck his tongue out before returning to the task at hand, licking at the head in another swoop that Richie 
knew would have made his legs buckle had he been standing. But that wasn't what got to him. Because then Jon 
decided he'd try something different, pressing his stiffened tongue against that sweet spot just beneath the 
head. 


Richie moaned louder than he had throughout the entire ordeal, his toes curling and his thighs quaking in 


response. He felt that pressure inside his tight balls reach a scorching heat, knew he was so close even when 
Jon hadn't really gone far. Somehow Jon seemed to have that affect on him, and he wondered if that was 


merely because of how well he knew the singer or if it was because of something else. 


The singer apparently decided that the response he gained was the best one he'd achieved so far, so he set to 
work massaging that little special spot intently. With lips and tongue he kissed and caressed and rubbed, first 
moving his tongue from side to side then up and down, always alternating the movement of his tongue to the 


motion of his continuously pumping fist. 


Richie's muscle went from slightly tense to rigid, his thighs not the only thing shaking anymore; now his legs 
were appearing to have fullblown seizures, arms tightly strung as the knuckles and fingers had gone white 
from their harsh grip. The older man felt sort of embarrassed when he couldn't keep his hips from thrusting 
gingerly at this point, the tip of his bulk brushing Jon's nose every now and then. He was so close, and he was 


chasing the edge blindly, his bottom lip and eyelids quivering too at this point. 


Gasping for breath, the older man let out high pitched moans and whimpers. He'd always been loud during sex, 
and the singer seemed to always serve to improve that trait, whether it was intentional or not. 


‘Plea - please... Jon..! 


The singer seemed to finally take pity of his friend, because he sped up the pace of his hand to pump Richie's 
cock like tomorrow was never coming. The guitarist threw his head back and practically wailed, the sweat 
cascading from his damp hair, and he'd almost began to drool. His mind was a foggy haze of lust and his eyes 
didn't seem to focus on anything, glazed over with a thin hue of wetness. All he could fixate on that slippery 
tongue and the plump lips working to bring him to the pinacle. 


Normally Richie wouldn't cum just like that, normally he'd need a little more work, but this time was different. 
Suddenly Jon's head fell back against the pillow, the pace of his stroking hand becoming a littl more shallow but 
still with the same pressure. The guitarist almost whined in protest when he had been right there teethering 
on the edge of what felt like a mind shattering orgasm. 


But that's when he realized why Jon had stopped. The smaller man was writhing and wriggling underneath him, 
his face scrunched up as his eyes fell shut for a moment before opening again, cheeks flushed red and the 
sweat glistening on his forehead. He could hear the pants and suddenly became aware of the fact that one of 
Jon's hands had been suspicously absent, after it disappeared from the action only Richie didn't know quite 
when. He realized this was turning his friend on majorly, so he must have been touching himself.. 


Richie turned out to be right even if he couldn't see the younger man rubbing himself forcefully through the 
fabric of his own leather pants, but he could head Jon's breath hitch, he could feel the movements beneath 
him, he could feel Jon's pumping become quick and hard, squeezing his hardness almost too tightly for it to be 
pleasurable but it was just the way he liked it, each movement getting slicker when the singer was no longer 


sucking up the pre-cum that now wet his shaft. 


Suddenly the fire the older man's balls was kicked up ten notches and he had no control over it anymore, and 
as the singer slid the pad of his thumb over the head and then lingered to press down hard on that little 
special spot, his face contorted in what could only be release - biting his bottom lip so hard it flushed as 
white as Richie's knuckles, eyes halfway open and rolling back into his head, body going taught as a bowstring 
beneath him - Richie fell. 


And he fell hard, with a noise that could only be described as a scream. Back arching. Head dropping down 
between his arms. Hips pushing forward as he burst, the spurts of hot sticky cum raining over Jon's face to 


stain it. 


Richie felt as if all energy had been drained from his body when it was over and he slumped to the side, 
letting go of the headboard to land in a half sitting position next to Jon, his shoulder against the wood, the side 
of his head resting against the edge of the board itself. The pulse roared through his ears and his chest 
heaved as he slowly slid his eyes open to take a peek at how Jon was doing. 


The frontman was sprawled out, legs widely spread, the previously missing hand still placed on his crotch, on of 
the guitarists own legs still resting across his chest. His hair was disheveled and the Slippery When Wet tank 
top had slid down to expose on of his shoulders completely. his eyes were still shut but his face was split by 
that trademark lopsided grin. 


‘J - jesus.. wasn't bad." he managed to croak, turning his head sideways so he could look at the guitarist who's 
face was burning up with the knowledge that he had come all over his best friend's face. 


He could see the sticky white juices stand out against those slightly tan features, watched as Jon licked some 
off of the cupid's bow and tasted it. 


‘tm - sorry.. Richie apologized, assuming Jon might not enjoy that, but his eyes went wide when instead the 
singer reached up to wipe a smudge off his cheek and actually proceed to lick it off the back of his hand. 


‘You taste pretty nice.’ he declared. 


The taller man didn't know what to say to that so he simply nodded. This was usually where one or both of 
them dozed off, so they never really needed to talk about what they'd just done, but it didn't look like they 
were going to have that luck today. Richie decided maybe that didn't necessarily have to be a bad thing, so he 
used the small energy he had left to untangle his leg and slide down to lay beside Jon, wrapping one slender 
arm around the other man's waist and moving close. Lying half on belly, half on top of the singer, he hid his 
face against the side of Jon's neck, buried his nose in tangled auburn strands to inhale the scent of soap and 


musk that was Jon's mixed with that of sex. 


To Richie's surprise, Jon didn't seem to protest but instead snuggled closer and the older man's heart skipped a 
beat. One hand came up to grab his shoulder, Jon's face mirroring his action as it disappeared into his 
chestnut hair and breathed in deeply. He felt the second hand grasp the small of his back. Neither seemed to 
care for washing up at the moment, they didn't care that they might be a bit dirty. It was like their brains 


had no time for thoughts of consequences, and besides no one could see them. 


Maybe there wasn't going to a be a problem after all, Richie told himself, even if they didn't fall asleep every 
time from now on. And despite himself, he felt a small part of his heart wish that every time that followed 


would be just like this one once the aftermath claimed them. 


